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Summary:
As it turns out, some things run in the family... both the good things, and the bad things.

Notes:
...I don't even know.

Un-edited, no proofreading. Just pure filth written at a whim.

Work Text:
 

Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock.

 

The only thing Andrew wanted to do besides maybe jumping off the balcony of their shitty, rundown apartment (that they've now recently escaped through dubious means), is to take that clock on the wall, and bash it against the wall until it explodes into a heaping mess of springs, gears, and metal bits.

 

Then again, the only way that could happen is if he somehow managed to work up the burst of energy needed to actually walk.

 

Considering the lack of energy isn’t from being starved to death as part of some sinister plan to harvest their organs for the old-as-shit boomers up in parliament, it’s clear that something else is up.

 

 

“Andy…” He turns his head with what little energy he has left, groaning upon hearing that tone of voice his dear sister is using.

 

The same tone of voice she uses for when she needs something.

 

Usually him.

 

“Andyyyyyyy.” Ashley says, in that deliciously sweet tone- , that obnoxious tone of hers practically screaming her true intent. “You’re making that face again.”

 

He sighs. “...What face?”

 

“That face when you get all broody n’ shit. That face that says you’re going through an internal monologue like some shitty 70’s film noir protagonist.”

 

“The only thing I’m brooding over is the fact that we’re not in prison, but I guess that’s not exactly something to complain about, I guess.” He sighs, shifting his arm to cover his eyes. The ceiling fan above continues to spin, sending light gusts of air with every twirl.

 

“...Will you two shut up,” Mother’s infuriatingly monotone and quite frankly, dead voice chimes out from beside him. “It’s eight in the morning. Cut that shit out.”

 

He can practically smell the eye-roll coming from Ley- Ashley.

 

“Oh please, don’t act like such a prude. What, get tired from getting your guts plowed all night?”

 

The tongue click that comes from both him and mom is almost perfectly in sync. He takes one good look at his mother, who not even a couple hours ago, was plowing again and again.

 

“Yeah, and what about it?” Emily Graves mutters, her eyes shut from exasperation. “Better than getting my soul sucked out of my fucking body by whatever satanic mumbo jumbo horseshit you two get up to. Might as well take option B instead of option A, I guess...”

 

Andrew tries really, really hard to fight the embarrassed blush off his face, but just can’t.

 

“Christ, mom…”

 

“Ugh. Don’t even call me that anymore, just… call me Emily. I don’t think calling me mom is the most… applicable of titles, anymore.”

 

Ashley cackles. “Ah, but mother dearest, that’s exactly what incest boy here likes.”

 

“Ashley, I swear to god I’ll choke you the fuck o-” Andrew growls, before a single finger is placed on his lips.

 

“Ssssssssssssssshhhhhhh. It’s okay, momma’s boy. Just know that Freud would be proud.”

 

“You’re both a riot, a real riot.” Emily says, sitting up from bed as she stretches her limbs. “...Question. That… Satanic shit you two pulled. Is that thing supposed to kill, or…”

 

Andrew and Ashley both turn to look at each other really quick, before shrugging. “Hell if we know.”

 

Emily sighs. “Great. Just peachy. Well… he’s breathing, if that’s of any consolation to you two. But he won’t wake up.”

 

Andrew watches with rapt attention as his obscenely slender and curvy mother sits up from the bed and stretches her limbs, rummaging through her closet to put on something other than the horrendously scandalous and oddly well-made lingerie Ashley forced her to put on at gunpoint.

 

He tries very, very hard to ignore the way her chest jiggles with every subtle move, and the waggled eyebrows Ashley shoots his way when she very obviously notices he’s staring.

 

If only the fucking ground would open up and swallow him whole this very instant. What bullshit is this. Parasites infesting water and all that nonsense, but no sudden earth fissures suddenly opening up beneath him. What a load of shit.

 

“You two should take a shower and get dressed.” Emily says, freezing for a moment and staring at both him and Ashley with a pointed stare. “...Preferably not together. We’re out of condoms.”

 

“Boooooo.~” Ashley says, pouting in that way Andrew finds juuuuuuust right, In that insufferably way she always does when she doesn’t get her way.

 

 



As always, breakfast is an awkward affair. Then again, how the hell would you even begin to open up this can of worms?



“Oh hey, we’re in a morally dubious incestuious three-way relationship, teehee!”



...Yeah.



Andrew sighs, rubbing his eyes tiredly.



“...So.” Mom says, sighing as she bites into a piece of haphazardly made toast. “As I was saying… your father is in some weird coma. Nothing I did woke him up. Got anything to say about that?”



“Hell if we know,” Ashley says, shrugging. “Even though we’ve done this before, we’re sure as hell not experts. I guess not having a soul will put someone in a coma like that.”



“...Right.” Emily says, sighing. “Well, considering that my sex live is dead as shit, I can’t exactly say this is a bad arrangement.”



Andrew blinks for a moment, forgetting to chew the dubiously cooked omelette in his mouth. “Wait, what? Just like that? You’re… okay with it?”



“Andrew, I’m not picky. And to be frank, your father was, er… well, not exactly performing well in the sack. I’m not living my life without getting some dick, no thank you.” She sighs, shaking her head. “...Even if it is my own sons.”



“Oh. Joy. Two sex-crazed maniacs running in the family. I guess that’s how you know we really are blood related. Fuck my life…”



Ashley pats him on the back mockingly. “Oh, boo-hoo, you crybaby! You get two free holes to stick your dick into, and you’re complaining? Yeesh. You gay or somethin’?”

“ No, Ashley.”



“Well, then what the hell’s the problem?! Quit being so damn broody. It doesn’t fit you, handsome.”



“You- I… Ugh. Whatever, Ashley…” Andrew sighs, taking his finished plate and placing it in the sink. “Give me a minute. I need to smoke.”





Ashley watches him leave, chuckling to herself as she watches her darling elder brother leave the kitchen and exit through the front door. Emily, also known as mother dearest, stares at her with a suspicious expression.



“So. I was right. You are fucking him.”



“Damn right I am.” Ashley smirks, the glint in her eyes almost cruel as she does so. “What was that saying? Ah… there’s no better way to control a man than through his pants, right?”



A moment passes, before Leyley walks up to stare out of the kitchen window. “...You know, it’s pretty funny, how Andy tries to fight it. Fight me. But at the end of the day, he’ll always come running back, even if he does manage to get away.”



Emily glares at her. “...You crazy bitch.”



“Crazy?” Leyley says, putting a finger to her chin in thought. “Yeah. Probably. I mean, I know I’m not exactly… normal.”



“Then again… I don’t really give a shit about normal. All I want… is Andy in my life. And if I have to bang him till his balls are dry… then so be it.”



“Shit. Guess we really are mother and daughter…” Emily sighs, slumping in her chair. “...Fine. Fine. I’ll… participate in this fucked up state of affairs. Whatever.”



“Good.” Ashley says, twirling the .357 revolver in her hands with finesse that she definitely shouldn’t have. “I won’t have to use this thing… will I?” She whispers mockingly, spinning the revolving cartridge.



“...No.” Emily grits her teeth. “You won’t.” She says, casting her gaze to the side.



“Good!” Ashley tucks the revolver back into her waistband. “Glad we’re on the same page, mother dearest. Now… get ready with the dishes. He’s coming.”



“The hell do you mean by that-”







“...Wh- H-hey! I’m still doing the damn dishes w-wa-”



The sound of a belt unbuckling, deep breathing, and bad choices reverberate through the kitchen



“G-God damn it, Andrew, wait a moment! H-Hey, are you listening?! N-Not n- ah!~”



The sound of flesh slapping flesh reverberate through the kitchen



Unwashed plates and cutlery clatter into the kitchen sink



“Heh. With this… he’ll never leave. You’ll be in total bliss every day, Andy… don’t worry.”